Dew Earth 


by Jean de Cabalis 


a DESERT AIR IS DRY AND THE 


hot sun bakes what little comfort plants can 
find within the soil. Man has not kept 
instructions that for many years nature kept, 
in order to supply rain within its season. But 
now, led astray from the laws of nature, the 
earth has not given rain for many a season. 
Even the stronger trees are beginning to 
ration their supply as the higher leaves die 
back, to strengthen the lower branches. 


Drought 

Sitting under the shade of a bluegum 
tree, the shaman is also weakened by the 
lack of water. He feels totally worn out and 
without power. For he, like the witch, is 
joined in Boucca Spirit, which is the dragon 
earth spirit of Gaia. He feels the earth's 
pain, he feels death's chill crushing upon 
himself. The earth mother’s agony does tear 
at his soul. Deep are the cuts caused by the 
human ape who through greed and short- 
sightedness felt that the earth belonged to 
man, 

The shaman meditates to calm his mind, 
and in those subtle movements flowing from 
beyond event and distance, he sees her 
Power tuming. He sees a tiredness and 
sorrow of a mother who must remove 
crueller birds from the nest, He sees her 
turning away from long years of trying to 
reach out to mankind in love and 
compassion, Some she had reached with her 
spirit and some the Sun King had also 
reached, but for the most, they were 
hardened against her plea for communion. 
So much patience she has, and yet just as a 
parent will suffer for the love of child, the 
entire family must come first. 


& 


Songs of Healing and of Power 

To help man feel the planet, the shaman 
has tried to dance rock, fire, wind and rain. 
But alas, the dances were not seen, and the 
chants were not heard. The shaman had 
tried to sing ancient songs of healing and 
power, some as old as the mother herself. 
Yet they achieve only comfort. And still the 
pain grows, and the desert widens, 

He wonders what evil it is that has 
become the soul of man, and how much 
destruction he would commit if money was 
recognised for the lie that it is. Was man 


Calling the Goddess 
Perhaps it was true, the existence of a 
power opposed and hateful towards the 
mother and her garden, Yet the shaman has 
ime to contemplate on possible evil, 


stifled by the mother herself. 

Abhh what is it that she is doing? 
Does she know a mystery of the time? 
Worse still, has her judgement already been 
proclaimed? He wonders if it be true, just 
how strong or frail she is really. And if all 
this must pass -will she again give birth to 
the new? 

The Bluegum, his friend, again asked 
the shaman for water, who is able to provide 
only some nourishment with his song. 
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He knows that the songs seem untuned 
and apart from their ancient source. He 
would give more, but only the ghosts will 
answer. He picks up an insect, thirsty so 
dry, and with what little moisture he can 
draw forth from his throat, he spits upon the 
stick creature. And the Mother watches. 

Placing the stick creature down, he 
decides to walk forth and find the temple of 
one of whom he has heard. The ancient 
Boucca earth witch who is one with the 
dragon. 


Wyrd and Witchwolf 

‘The sun sels and many suns rise and set 
as he walks in faith towards her cave. He 
has asked the spirits to lead him, and he is 
certain that the fates have spun a meeting 
for the two to meet. Walk, climb, and crawl, 
he goes on nearer to his destination as wyrd 
Jeads him on. He is stirring inside. Every 
day increases his faith as he draws nearer to 
the crone’s cave. Occasionally in his dreams 
he sees her, and the road that he must take. 
Like a dream-mirage Hekate guides him on 
towards the place of their appointment. 

And then at dusk the fates weave, and a 
young woman appears to the shaman. By his 
intuition, the shaman knows that she is in 
reality a spirit wolf of Hekate - an extension 
of herself - a proud wolf that he had once 
watched running through the grand pine 
forest of a land far away. 

He had been a Guardian then, watching 
by night the earth, when, during his duty, he 
had noticed her, Now later the shaman by 
bones feels the ethers, and, through his 
second sight, he sees his own Spirit animal 
playing - in fun and laughter - with the 
witch-wolf, He knows that Hekate has sent 
this creature to be the vessel by which he 
must communicate. 

And while the cave dweller knows why 
he has come, it could be said that the 
shaman doesn't truly know himself, and so is 
not ready to directly approach the goddess. 


Dancing the Dream 

The witch-wolf beckons him closer to 
herself, and he knows what he must do to 
receive instruction, and he knows the cost 
and the trade which comes from all that 
would receive Hekate's instruction. 

He prepares himself, shape changing tus 
‘own form into a beast, a male wolf. He feels 
his lust growing for her, so hard to control 
and yet so intensely beautiful. He is strong 
and waits, for the time must be correct in 
the interplay of powers. He sings and dances 
for her, and it is a dance that joins them 
both into the ganie of wyrd. He sees the face 
of a wolf transcend over the girl, human she 
is, no longer and nor is he. Beast they have 
both become. 

‘Now ready, he knows that he must join 
with the wolf. For this knowledge cannot be 
received by the mind of men unless by the Art. 
‘The answer comes at the moment of exchange 
and gift of life. 

Time is empty and Hekale’s vessel fills his 
mind with ageless knowledge. He awakens and 
sees his naked human body covered in sundried 
blood, under the desert sun. Scratched is he, as 
if he had been in battle with some demon, 
perhaps union between beasts of the night must 
sometimes be like that. Not far yonder he sees 
the wolf, which looks at him through Hekate's 
eyes. He remembers the moments of union and 
recalls the answer to his plea. 


The earth is not yours, 0 man, 

See yonder the Sun King cometh, 

For the warrior Lion is returning home, 

Look yonder, the Mother nears Labour. 

Blessed birth to servants who love 
Sorever. 

Joy the Kind has a new daughter 

Far surpassing man in beloved holiness, 

Giving to them of earth and spirit 

A new tenancy over Gaia's Eden. 


